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Unbelieveable News 


Author's Notes: 


Okay, this is my first attempt at a mpreg fic. Go easy on me.. | hope you enjoy! (if you're into this genre of 
fic that is) <33 


Everyone has inside of them a piece 
of good news. The good news is that 
you don't know how great you can be, 
how much you can love, what you can 
accomplish, and what your potential is! 


--Anne Frank 


There was one thing James and Lars had wanted since they got together besides each other, and that was a 

child. That subject came up frequently, but neither of them knew when the right time was. Let alone the fact 
that both were male and couldn't conceive, or so they thought. Before today they never thought they would 

be able to be parents. Sure they had talked about adopting, but with Metallica releasing a new album they 


didn't have time for all the paperwork and interviews. In the early hours of the morning on October l4th, 
James woke feeling nauseous and dizzy. He stumbled to the bathroom feeling along the wall for support. Barely 


making it he got sick until he had nothing left but dry heaves. 


Lars heard his lover and made his way into the bathroom rubbing his eyes sleepily. "James, what's wrong? Are 
you okay?" Lars looked concerned at James' appearance. He looked pale, clammy, and down right miserable. He 
wondered if it was something he ate, but upon recalling what they had eaten he realized that it couldn't have 
been the food. Lars ate the same things and he wasn't sick. "Lars, | don't know.. | don't know what's wrong with 
me. | feel terrible, but at the same time | am starving. Like | have never been this hungry. It's like | haven't 
eaten in a month. That's not the weirdest part.! want a BLT, but with ketchup instead of mayo..” Lars 


scrunched his nose in disgust before offering James a glass of water from the sink 


"James don't be ridiculous. It's three in the morning and you want a BLT with ketchup? What are you pregnant 
or something?" James took small sips from the glass using what little strength he had to flip Lars the bird 
"Fuck off man, don't joke about that shit. You know how bad | want a baby. If | had a test to piss on | would 
take it just to see if they really work ya know. | have always kinda wondered how those things can determine if 
women are pregnant or not" Lars rolled his eyes and turned to reach into the closet that was next to the 
shower. He began digging and moving stuff around while James watched in confusion. "Lars what the hell are 
you doing?" After practically climbing inside the closet he held something out to James. "Here, you wanna see if 
they work? Now's your chance." He stared wondrously at the little plastic package before looking back at his 


Dare. 


"Lars where did you.. why do you.. how..?" Lars chewed on his bottom lip considering his thought. "Well, before 
you and | got together, Connie and | were trying to have kids, and she kinda bought tests in bulk. That is left 
over from what she bought. Now will you pee on the damn thing so we can get back to bed? I'm cold and 
wanna cuddle you." James smirked at Lars before tearing open the package with his teeth. He wouldn't admit it 
outside their home, but Lars loved cuddles, and he especially loved to be the little spoon. "Okay, but don't get 
your hopes up. Last time | checked | was a man, which was yesterday." Lars crossed his arms over his chest 
and narrowed his eyes. "Very funny Hetfield, now will you pee already? It's like Antarctica in here." James loved 


when he got cranky. He always thought it was so cute. His little Danish spitfire. 


"Alright alright! Don't get your panties in a bunch." James removed the protective cap from the end and 
carefully aimed until his urine covered the end thoroughly. He placed the cap back on and set it on the counter 
before taking a seat on the toilet lid. "So how long do we have to wait to find out that l'm not pregnant?" Lars 
smoothed out the wrapper and mumbled to himself while looking for the directions. "Says here we wait about 
three minutes for the results to take place." The big hand on the wall clock was the only thing making noise as 
they waited. James with his head in his hands to try and stifle his sudden case of vertigo, and Lars leaning 
against the door frame chewing on his nail. "That's it | can't take it anymore.. Its been long enough." James 
snatched the test and turned it over. "Well, what does it say? Tell me so we can go back to sleep." James 
furrowed his brows and handed it to Lars. "I don't know man, there's too many lines on this damn thing for me 


to tell. How women do this | will never understand" 


Lars was completely silent staring wide eyed at the test. He barely even breathed, and his hands were shaking. 


"C'mon Lars, stop fuckin’ with me. It may be early as fuck, but you still can't trick me. Even when | am dog 
ass tired" Lars looked at him with fear and shock before stumbling out a reply. "Jamie. | don't.. it." Lars! eyes 
filled with tears and James’ snapped his head up to his lover. He never called him Jamie unless something was 
wrong or he was scared. Not even when they were joking around. "Lars what does it say? Baby, c'mere what is 
it?" Lars pawed at the tears that escaped his eyes and collapsed to his knees in front of him. James engulfed 
his tiny figure into his arms, and his voice was even smaller as he whispered against his bare chest. "Jamie... it 


says you're pregnant..." 


Strong Bonds 


Author's Notes: 
Min elskede translates to My love in Danish. 


Du har ingen idé om hvad du gar for mig. Jeg elsker dig translates to You don't know what you do to me. | love 


you in Danish. 


Du er min for evigt og altid translates to You're mine forever and always in Danish. 


| give you my promise to be by your side 

forevermore. | promise to love, to honor, and to 
listen as you tell me your thoughts, your hopes, 
your fears, and your dreams. | promise to love 

you deeply and truly because it is your heart 

that moves me, your head that challenges me, 

your humor that delights me, and your hands | 

wish to hold until the end of my days. 
--Kristen Proby 


James felt his heart skip in his chest. Pregnant? Lars had to be fucking with him. This was impossible. Men 
couldn't have babies..could they? He became aware that Lars was still crying. His chest heaving with little 
convulsions while clutching his basketball shorts with one hand. The other was gently resting on his stomach. 


"Lars? Baby don't cry. you know it kills me when you do." 


Lars looked up at him with his tear-filled emerald eyes. His breath was shaky as he rocked back on the heels 
of his feet. "im s-sorry Jamie. | just.. | never thought.. Oh | hope this is truly happening. We have wanted this 
for so long." James reached out to wipe the loose tears with the pad of his thumb. "I do too Squirt. What do 
you say we go back to bed hmm? Tomorrow we can go to the Women's Clinic to get a second test done just 


to be sure." 


Lars nodded in agreement and leaned in to give him a quick peck on the lips before standing back up. He 
supported James’ weight so he wouldn't fall, since he was still a bit dizzy, while they shuffled back to their 
bed. He laid James on his back and slid in beside him intertwining their legs. James pulled him so his head was 
resting on his pectoral. He ran his nails lightly through Lars’ short hair eliciting a low moan out of him. 


"Mmmm min elskede, that feels good." James chuckled and pulled Lars up so he was mere inches from his face. 


"Squirt, | love when you say things to me in Danish. It's one of the many sexy things you do." They stared at 


each other intently for a few long minutes before James leaned in for a chaste kiss. One became two, and it 
soon turned into something more heated. Lars tangled his fingers in his lovers short blonde locks and pressed 


his growing erection into James’ thigh. 


"James du har ingen idé om hvad du gør for mig. Jeg elsker dig." James’ pupils dilated so much so that barely 
any of the blue was showing. "Lars.. we won't get any sleep if you keep that up." He worried his bottom lip 
between his teeth, and that was all it took for James. From the moment they met each other, he knew that 
he was going to fall hard for Lars. Why it took them so long to be together he would never know. 


He pulled Lars so he was straddling his hips, and smoothed a loose strand of hair away from his eyes. James 
ran his long calloused fingers down his small frame until he reached the hem of his Deep Purple shirt. Ever so 


lightly he ran the tips of his fingers over his stomach causing Lars to shiver and rock his hips forward. 


Their cocks rubbed together provoking a low moan from James. "L-Lars.. make love to me.. need you..." Planting 
his hands on either side of James’ athletic frame, Lars placed feather-light kisses up his body. Keeping his 

eyes on the pure ecstasy radiating from James, he finally reached the spot just below his ear. James let out a 
shameless whimper as Lars licked and sucked there. Their hips keeping time with each thrust like a metronome. 


They became lost in a flurry of Tongues, teeth, and honds. 


"Please... please fuck me Lars.. God..you make me feel so good." Lars snaked back down his body until he was 
parallel with James’ now tight shorts. Finally he freed his throbbing erection from the confinement, and damn if 
his mouth didn't water at the sight before him. James was a fucking masterpiece. His tattoos, the scars from 


his past, his vulnerability all told a story that only Lars could read. 


"Gonna make you feel so good Jamie..God you're so beautiful" Lars kneaded his fingers into James’ thighs while 
kissing all around his throbbing cock. "Fuck.. Lars please touch me.." James was rewarded as he licked halfway 
up his shaft. Beads of precum escaped and his dick jerked in anticipation for what was to come. 


In one swift motion Lars took as much of James into his mouth as he could while his hand grasped the rest of 
what he couldn't take. James threw his head back and cried out. "AH! Fuck! L-Lars.." He began a steady pace as 
he licked and sucked. He could tell James was getting close so he slowed his pace. He didn't want this to be 
over quite yet. Eventually he pulled off of him with a pop. "Gonna fuck you so good baby.. Wanna hear you 


make those pretty noises for me as | make love to you." 
P y 


He pressed two of his fingers past James' lips. "Get these all nice and wet for me baby." His cock jerked with 
approval as James licked and sucked. He was making such sinful noises that made Lars crazy. He took one of 
his nipples between his teeth causing James’ back to arch off the bed. "That's it baby, that's right..get them 
all nice and slicked up." He eventually removed his fingers sensing they were nice and wet and moved back 


between James’ thighs. 


He pressed the tip of his middle finger against James’ hole initiating a hiss from him. The sheets bunched 
between his fingers. Lars scissored open his lover until he was stretched enough to accommodate him. He lined 


himself up to James and took in the sight before him. He loved seeing his baby like this. All panting and fucked 


out. He hasn't even got to the best part, and he was complete putty in his hands. 


"Du er min for evigt og altid James." Lars fully seated himself inside James becoming one with him. This was 
the only time he felt complete. Being one with his true love. He kept a steady pace as he brought out the most 
beautiful moans and noises from James. "Fuck James, you're so tight. Not gonna last much longer." "Ahli! L- 
Lars!! |.0h god.. I-I'm gonna..." Lars picked up the pace pounding relentlessly. He was sure he would leave bruises 


on James' hips, but thats okay he liked that sort of thing. It was something to remember him by. 
He grasped James’ cock and kept his strokes in time with each thrust. Hitting that little bundle of nerves over 


far behind, and a couple of thrusts later filled James with his cum. He pulled out and James let out a hiss. 
"God Jamie, | love you. You are so amazing.” James wrapped himself around Lars and ran his thumb over his 
bottom lip before leaning in for a quick kiss. "I love you too darlin’, but you are the amazing one." Neither one 
of the bothered to clean up. They would worry about that when they woke up. They fell asleep wrapped up in 
one another looking forward for the trip to the clinic. Little did they know that they were in for quite the 


surprise. 


Preparation 


Author's Notes: 
| am so sorry it took me so long to update this story. | am currently training new hires at work and it's hard 
to find time. Thank you all for being patient with me! | am slowly but surely updating all my fics. <33 


Also, Min Skat means My Treasure in Danish 


"No one else will ever know the 
strength of my love for you. 
After all, you're the only one 

who knows what my heart 
sounds like from the inside." 


--Anonymous 


Lars was the first to wake up. Normally he would fall asleep facing James, and end up in a weird position come 
morning. However, both of them were in the exact same spot as they were when they went to sleep. They 


must have been tired. 


He smoothed his fingers over a couple blonde strands of hair that cascaded over James’ face. He loved looking 
at his lover like this. So relaxed, so beautiful, and no looks of stress or worry. His mouth was open slightly and 


he was lightly snoring. He would never understand how he got so lucky to have something this perfect. 


He wished he could stay here and admire him longer, but they had more important things to attend too. He 
ran the palm of his hand over James' toned tummy before carefully getting out of bed. He wanted to let him 
sleep for as long as he could. Especially if he was indeed carrying their child. 


Glancing at the clock on the bedside table he saw that it read |:26 PM. He quickly threw on some sweat pants 
and one of James’ tank tops. It was almost a dress on him, but he didn't care. He loved James’ scent. It kept 


him sane. 


After grabbing his wallet from on top of their dresser he walked over to James’ side of the bed. He covered 
him up and gave him a gentle kiss on the cheek The store was just up the road, and he wanted to pick up a 
few things since all they had to eat was junk in the house. James had to start eating healthier if he was 
expecting. Lars could feel it all the way to his core. This was really happening. 


He quickly scribbled a note and left it on the counter for James in case he woke up before he got back. He 


grabbed the keys to his Mercedes and headed down the street to the little supermarket. He began filling the 


cart with various fruits, vegetables, whole grain, and anything else that was healthy. 


Sure maybe he was going a little overboard, but this was his husband he was talking about. His beautiful 
pregnant husband that he couldn't wait to take care of. Lars began wondering if he had found the note he left 


for him, or if he was still fast asleep. James never left his mind as he continued to fill his grocery cart. 


Back at their home James began to stir. He blindly reached for Lars, but instead smacked a empty bed. 
Rubbing his eyes he noticed the house was extra quiet. Another thing he noticed was that he really had to 
pee. Like ‘I've been holding my pee for days' kind of pee. He got up and went to relieve himself of a full bladder 
before grabbing a shirt from his side of their closet. 


'Lars?.. Lars are you here babe?" James padded into the kitchen absentmindedly scratching his tummy. He was 
about to call his cell phone when he noticed a piece of paper on the counter top with a pen holding it in place. 
He smiled to himself and shook his head. Lars was always leaving little notes and things for him. Kind of like a 


mama bear or something. 


Min Skat, 
| went to the store to get 
a few things. Be back soon 
There is some water or iced 
tea in the fridge if you are 
thirsty. | will make you 
something to eat when | get 
back. | love you! 


Lars 


This is another reason why he loved Lars. He was a hopeless romantic. James didn’t think he was very good 
with surprising Lars with little notes or thoughtful things like this, but Lars insisted that he was. He was pulled 
out of his thought when the door leading out to the garage opened. Lars had both arms full of grocery bags, 


and he could see more in the back of the car. 


"Here Lars, let me help with those." Lars gave him a stern look "James, don't be silly. You just sit down and let 
me take care of this. You don't need to be lifting heavy things anyway. If you really insist on helping me, then 
you can put the lighter things away. Don't lift anything heavier than a gallon of milk though. Okay?" James 
rolled his eyes, but obeyed his husband's wishes. 


Once everything was put away James sat at the bar while Lars made him something to eat. they shared a 
grapefruit with a little bit of sugar sprinkled on it along with a piece of toasted whole grain bread with peanut 
butter spread on it. Once they were done eating Lars went to charge his clothes while James cleaned their 


mess up. 


"Hey baby, | laid out something comfy for you to wear to the clinic. | looked online and it says that walk-ins 
are welcome. | got everything we need too. Money, insurance cards, a couple bottles of water just in case you 


get thirsty while we are there, and your favorite classic car magazine." 


James just stared at him with wonder. Lars cocked his head to the side giving his lover a quizzical look. 
"What?" He smiled and pulled his tiny Dane into his arms giving him a lustful kiss. "Nothing, | just don't know 
how | got so lucky to have you for a husband." Lars lightly smacked his chest. "James don't be silly, you had 
me from the first moment we met. It just took a little while for us to get to this point. Now go get dressed 


so we can go to the clinic." 


James disappeared into their room while Lars got everything loaded into the car. A few minutes later they 
were on their way to the place that would change their lives forever. They knew there was a good chance 


they were pregnant, but how would the doctor react? What about Kirk and Rob? 


Amazing News 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry | haven't posted in a few days..work has been hectic... | will try to post more often if | can. Thank you all 
for being patient! <3 


"Sometimes the most 
shocking surprises 
are also the most 


beautiful surprises." 


--Lori Wilhite 


As they neared the clinic, James became more and more nervous. Chewing on the nail of his right index finger 
he considered the reality of all that's happened in the past few days. First of all, he had never known of 
another man to become pregnant. Well there was that one dude who was on Oprah, but he wasn't always a 
man so that didn't really count. Oh and that weird Arnold Schwarzenegger movie..what was it called? Junior? 


Arnold's character didn't get pregnant by another man though. 


He was brought out of his thoughts when Lars touched his thigh. "James? You okay?" James closed his eyes 
and balled his hands into fists to try and keep them from shaking. "Y-Yeah.. just umm.. What do you plan to 
tell the doctor Lars? | mean l'm not exactly their usual patient. I'm a man.. men don't get pregnant. Well except 


me.. | mean.. fuck what if they turn us away? Oh | don't know what we are gonna do if th-" 


Lars grabbed his hand as they pulled up to a red light. "James listen to me. Yes, you are a man, but that 
doesn't undermine the fact that there's a good chance you're carrying our child. Sure this is a unusual case, 
but | am sure that they will be more concerned about the health of our baby. Take a deep breath min skat. 
Stress isn't good for our little one. Everything will be alright. You just leave all the worrying to me." 


That's all James needed to hear. Lars was the only one who could calm him down with just a touch let alone 
his words. He re-positioned their hands so their fingers intertwined, while his right hand tapped out the drum 
beat to Sad but True on the armrest. Other than that and the low rumble of the car they rode in silence for 


the remainder of their trip. A few minutes later Lars parked the car and turned his gaze to James. 


"You ready baby?" James swallowed hard and let a breath out he didn't know he was holding. "As ready as | 
will ever be." Lars reached over the center console and placed two fingers under James’ chin. "Hey, look at me." 
James locked his cerulean eyes with Lars’ emerald ones. Lars could see the worry lines in his brow. He hated 
to see him worry like this. "I promise you that everything will be okay. | won't let anything happen to you, and | 


won't leave you. Just like | said in my vows to you, you're stuck with me James Alan Hetfield" 


James smiled his signature smile and pulled Lars in for a chaste kiss. "What would | do without you Squirt?" He 
smirked back at James, and gave him a wink. "Oh | don't know.. crash and burn probably." His eyes narrowed 


before opening the car door. "You're quite the joker Ulrich. Lets go before | change my mind." 


They walked hand and hand into the small clinic. Lars got out their insurance cards, ID's, and his credit card 
before approaching the counter. James took a seat and looked around. Everything was neutral colors. Mainly 
beige and a light olive green There were a couple of small muted TV's hanging from the ceilings, a coffee table 


with a pile of every pregnancy magazine known to man, and it smelled like disinfectant. 


He silently thanked Lars for packing his favorite magazine. He was already nervous, and didn't want to up his 
anxiety with a pregnancy one. Back up at the counter Lars stood waiting for the receptionist. He 
absentmindedly drummed his fingers on the pale granite when finally she slid the thin glass door that 
separated them to the side. 


"Hello Sir, how may | help you today?" Lars passed her James’ ID, their insurance card, and his debit card. 
"Umm yeah James, my husband, needs to be seen" The petite woman took the items and began typing away on 
her keyboard. "Okay, and what does Mr. Hetfield need to be seen for today?" Lars chose his next words 
carefully. "He uhh.. well we think that we may be expecting.” 


He expected the woman to give him a odd look or tell him that he was insane. Instead she barely batted an 
eyelash before handing him a clipboard. "Alright, Dr. Adams will be his OB-GYN. | need you or him to fill out 
the front and back of this paper, sign and initial the next page, and sign one of the two consent to care papers. 
The other one is yours to keep. If Mr. Hetfield has to use the restroom, | would please ask that he wait 


because we may need a urine sample. You two should be called back shortly.” 


Lars just stood there dumbfounded for a moment before regaining his composure. "Umm T-Thank you." He 

took a seat next to James, and began filling out his paperwork. Lars noticed that he was fidgeting in his seat a 
lot so he pressed a quick kiss to his cheek to calm him down "Breathe min skat. | will be next to you the whole 
time." Once he was done he passed the papers to James so he could initial and sign them. No sooner did he get 


done with that the door opened and another nurse peeked her head out. 


"James?" Both of them made eye contact with the awaiting nurse and rose to their feet. Lars grabbed his 
lover's hand reassuringly and they started toward her. "My name is Kali and | will be taking care of you along 
with Dr. Adams. How are we today gentlemen?" Lars spoke for both he and James as they walked down a long 
carpeted hallway. "We are doing okay, how about yourself?" The nurse blushed and gestured to the scale. 


"I am doing well thank you. James lets get your weight. Do you know how tall you are?" James stepped on the 
scale and cleared his throat. "Umm, | am six foot one.” Silently, she scribbled on her chart and handed James a 
little cup. "Okay hon, there is a restroom down the hall to the left. | need you to give me a urine sample that 


fills that container at least a third of the way full. Looks like you weigh about 190. Is that average for you?" 


James stepped off the scale and toed the carpet with his tennis shoe. "No, | um.. | actually weighed 180 the 
last time | checked" Kali gave him a sympathetic smile and lightly touched his arm. "No need to be ashamed. If 


you are expecting, then that's just room that your child needs to grow" James nodded slightly before heading 
down the hall to the restroom. 


Kali turned her attention to Lars and motioned for him to follow her. "I will put you two in the room right 
across the hall from the restroom. Do you have any questions for me?" Lars shook his head. "No, but | am 
sure we will have a lot if he is pregnant." Kali smiled softly back and closed James’ file. "So will we, but in the 
meantime, | am going to grab a few items. | should be back soon with Dr. Adams. Once James is finished will 
you let him know | need him to take everything off and put on the gown? He can keep his socks on if he would 
like, but that's it" Lars nodded and she left the room. 


Behind the closed door of the bathroom James was trying to calm his nerves. He knew Lars didn't want him to 
worry, but it was hard. On one hand, he wanted this more than anything, but on the other, what will happen to 
Metallica? Will Kirk and Rob still be his friends? Hopefully Lars would do all the talking like normal because he 
didn't think he could come out and tell the other two band members. 


Sighing he placed his urine sample inside the little cubbie hole and closed the metal door before exiting the 
room. He saw Lars sitting silently in a chair in the next room tapping out a drum beat on his thighs. He smiled 
and allowed himself to watch his Dane for a moment. Lars was always drumming on something. He wondered if 
their baby would be a drummer too. 


Shaking the thought away he took a seat on the bed, and picked up the generic gown that the clinic provided. 
"Ugh these things never get any prettier do they?" Lars wrinkled his nose and laughed. "Hal Not in the 
slightest. Kali says you need to take everything off and put it on though. You can keep your socks on if you 
want." James swallowed maneuvering the thin fabric between his thumb and index finger. "Did umm..did she say 


what they were going to do to me?" 


Lars stood and closed the distance between them before cupping James’ cheek. "James, | would never let 
anything happen to you. | wouldn't let them do anything that wasn't necessary. Please don't worry min skat. | 
love you." James visibly relaxed and leaned into Lars' touch. "I love you to Lars. Thank you for being so 
supportive through this." He rose on his tip toes and sweetly kissed James' forehead. "I wouldn't have it any 


other way babe. Now put on that gown and let me see how sexy you look in it” James gave a look of disgust 


but began to take his clothes off. 


A few minutes later he stood clad in the gown and Lars fought to stifle a laugh. "Oh James.. you have to bring 
that home! | want you to role play for me in it!" James crossed his arms over his chest and narrowed his 
blue eyes. "Don't objectify me Squirt... | look awful in this." Lars bit his lip and grinned. "Oh c'mon! You look so 


cute!" James was about to give another comeback, but a knock on the door stopped him. 


"Mr. Hetfield? I'm Dr. Adams, and you have already met your nurse Kali." James shook his hand and took a seat 
on the examination table. Lars stood and shook the doctor's hand. "Hello, you must be his partner." "Yes, my 
name is Lars." Dr. Adams took a piece of paper out of James’ file and passed it to Lars. "Well gentleman, lets 
cut to the chase shall we? We ran your urine James, and it came back with elevated hCG levels." Both of them 


gave him a look of confusion Lars took James’ hand before finding his voice. "What umm.. what does that mean 


Doctor? Is he going to be okay?" Dr. Adams smiled and clapped the side of James’ shoulder with his hand. "Oh 


he's more than okay! You two are going to be parents. James is indeed pregnant!" 


Wait... There's More? 


Author's Notes: 

| am so so so so sorry | haven't updated this in so long. Life happened.. | am back though, and | will try to 
update as often as possible. Thank you all for being patient with me, and thank you to those who have read my 
story. It's greatly appreciated! <3 


Our hearts got touched so deep inside, 
that our special blessing multiplied! 


--Anonymous 


James couldn't control the tears that fell from his blue eyes. Sure, he and Lars thought there was a pretty 
good chance that they were 

pregnant, nevermind the fact that their home test said they were, but hearing it from the doctor himself 
confirmed it. They were going to be parents. Lars rubbed a hand lovingly on his shoulder while wiping away his 
tears with the other. "Min Skat, I'm so happy. | love you so much. We finally will get what we have always 


wanted. We will finally be complete.’ 


Dr. Adams gave them a few moments to process everything before continuing. "Sorry to interrupt gentlemen, 
but there's something else | need to do." Both of them looked warily at the doctor and he chuckled. "No need to 
be nervous guys, | just want to do a ultrasound. | need to make sure your little one has attached his or 
herself somewhere safe. Since | am guessing you don't have a uterus, it will be futile to keep a close eye. No 
heavy lifting, no strenuous activities, and no intercourse for at least eight weeks. Depending on where your 


little miracle has attached you may even have to be on bed rest." 


James put his head in his hands and swallowed the lump in his throat. Would he even be able to do concerts? | 
mean he wouldn't start showing for a couple months right? Lars broke the silence then, addressing the very 
thought that was going through the singer's mind. "Will he be able to tour doctor? What about holding a 


guitar?" 


Dr. Adams closed his chart and set it on the nearby counter before motioning for James to lay back on the 
patient table. "I won't be able to answer that question until | get a look at where the fetus has attached. Let's 
have a look and see if we can get a picture of your little one. Maybe we will even be able to hear the 


heartbeat." 


James complied and laid back on the cool table. He and Lars watched as the doctor wheeled over a computer- 
like machine with an abnormal looking keyboard attached to it. There was also a wand apparatus sticking out of 


a holster on the side. 


Nurse Kali handed Dr. Adams a bottle with some bluish looking gel in it. He held it up to the boys while 
explaining what it was. "Okay, so | will need you to raise the gown up Mr. Hetfield. Just to your chest is fine.” 
James did as he was told and Lars took the seat next to James holding his hand for moral support. "Now, this 
may be a little cold. This is the gel we use to view the baby. If you pay attention to that screen you'll be able 
to see what | see. | will point things out as we go alright?" Both James and Lars nodded and looked intriguingly 
at the screen before them. 


James flinched a little as the coldness of the gel was squeezed onto his abdomen. The doctor switched on the 
machine and used the wand to spread the gel making sure James’ stomach was evenly coated. Dr. Adams 


applied a little pressure as he began moving it in various places. Finally he stopped and pointed to the screen. 


"Oh! | think we have found your little one! Do you see the dark black mass with the tiny white bean shape in 
the center?" James nodded while Lars squeezed James’ hand. Tears of joy welded in his eyes, but he didn't 
want to cry. He wanted to be strong for his lover. "That is your baby! Good news is that he or she attached 
to a safe place. Let me just make sure everything else is-" The doctor stopped moving the wand again. Neither 


James or Lars could figure out if this was good or 


bad. Finally Lars couldn't take it. 


"What? What is it? Is there something wrong?" Dr. Adams looked at them with an unreadable expression 
before he again pointed to the screen. "I don't know how else to word this, but | am just going to come out and 
say it. This is the first time in my medical career that | have come across something like this with two males. 


You two aren't only going to be parents to one baby, but you will have two! You're having twins!" 


James laid there in shock while Lars used his free hand to cover his mouth. He couldn't hold back his tears 
any longer. Sobs racked his body as he leaned down to rest his head on James’ chest. "Oh James.. Oh | am so 
happy. | love you so much!" James began to cry too as he shushed his beloved Dane. "I love you too Squirt. | 
can't believe it. 


Twins!" 


Kali handed Lars a box of Kleenex that was on the nearby counter and watched as he lovingly wiped the loose 
tears from James’ eyes. After making sure his tears were wiped away, he finally took care of his own. Lars 
slid his hand against James' free hand and intertwined their fingers while Dr. Adams clicked a few buttons on 


the key board. 


"Okay you two, are you ready to hear the heartbeat? By the looks of your two little ones, | suspect Mr. 
Hetfield is about eight weeks along." Lars nodded and squeezed James’ hand and answered the doctor's awaiting 
gaze. "Yes, we would love to hear their heartbeats." The doctor smiled and moved the wand around for a few 
seconds until he was satisfied with its position Then he pressed another button on the odd looking keyboard, 
and this static-like sound filled the small room. 


Lars thought it sounded like white noise a little, while James thought it resembled searching for aliens or 
something. He had never heard anything like it. Just then this steady "shoo shoo shoo" sound could be heard. 
Lars gasped and brought his shaking hand to his mouth once again. "That there boys is Baby A's heartbeat. 


Now, lets see if we can find Baby B's.. Ah hal Here it is!" Once again another "shoo shoo shoo" sound could be 


heard, only this one was a little bit faster. 


James spoke with a concerned voice while gripping Lars' hand tightly. "Doctor, are they supposed to be that 
fast?" Dr. Adams smiled lovingly at them both before hitting a couple more buttons on the keyboard. "Yes, 
Baby A's is 136 beats per minute and Baby B's is 144 beats. They are perfectly healthy and growing just how 
they should be. | have also printed out a couple pictures for you both to take home. | would like to see you 
back in about two weeks just to make sure everything is going smoothly. Also, as long as you sit down on 


stage, you may tour. A lightweight guitar is recommended." 


Kali handed Lars a few packets to take home as well as a prescription of prenatal vitamins. "James you may 
get dressed. We are all done here. Just make sure to go make your next appointment at the check out 
counter." Both men thanked Kali and Dr. Adams before they left the room. Lars watched James incredulously 
while he dressed himself. He never thought he could be more in love with the man standing before him. Now, 
he looked at him with a whole new perspective. His James, the love of his life, was carrying their babies. He 


had never been this happy in all his life. 


James smirked at Lars and raised one eyebrow. "Whatcha lookin’ at Squirt?" Lars smiled at him sweetly before 
closing the short distance between them. He slightly caressed James' stomach making the muscles there 
twitch. "Just at how beautiful you are. | love you so much. You're perfect James. Absolutely perfect.” James 
cupped Lars’ face and placed a sweet kiss to his lips. "You're such a sap. | love you too Lars. | wouldn't have 
this any other way. Now lets go make our next appointment and go home. We gotta figure out when the right 
time is to tell Kirk and Rob." 


They made their next appointment, October 28th, which happened to fall close to their favorite holiday. Both of 
them secretly hoped that they would be able to find out a possible due date. Once they were back in the car 
James broke to silence. "So umm.. how do you want to tell the others?" Lars gripped James' hand and lightly 
brushed his thumb over his knuckles. "However you want to babe, This isn't just happening to me. It's 
happening to us, and | want you to be comfortable. How about you think of some ways to tell them and then 
we will decide on the best way." 


With that James relaxed in the passenger seat. He closed his eyes and began to think to himself. Thoughts 
raced through his head and he rested his free hand on his tummy. Only the sound of Lars’ humming and the 
light hum of the car could be heard as they drove the short distance to their home. Would the others accept 


him still? He sure hoped so. 


Dinner 
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At some point during the ride home the soothing sound of Lars' humming had lulled James to sleep. He 
normally didn't take naps, but this whole pregnancy thing has made him more tired recently. He was woken up 
by the soft touch of Lars’ finger tips on his forehead. "Hey Min Skat, we're home. | got a real comfy spot set 


up for you in the living room and I've turned your favorite car show on. Also, | am heating you up a snack" 


James stared dumbfounded at Lars before pulling him in for a heated kiss. "Seriously, | know | have asked you 
this before, but what did | do to deserve you Lars? You're so good to me." Lars was rarely shy, but in 
moments like this it was different. James was still beautiful, still had the chiseled body, he still had a full head 
of hair, he was everything Lars wasn't. There was never a day where he didn't feel like he had to try his 
hardest to keep James. Sure he had faith that 

James loved him, but there was still that fear of losing the beautiful singer to someone more attractive. It 
was always in the back part of his mind. He never talked to James about this because he didn't want 


to burden him with his self esteem issues. 


Lars felt the blush creeping up his neck as he worried his bottom lip between his teeth. "James, you didn't 
have to do anything. | fell in love with you because you're always yourself. Now lets get you inside. | want you 
to stay off your feet. Just take it easy while | take care of you." James could see that there was more behind 
Lars' statement, 

but he wouldn't press him just yet. He followed Lars inside and took a seat in the corner of the sectional 
couch, letting himself sink into the cushions. Lars came back with some ice tea and some pita bread 


with hummus and set that on a tray beside James. 


He was about to motion for Lars to sit next to him, but stopped as he noticed him heading to sit by his feet. 
‘Lars, where are you goi-" His thought process all but diminished once he realized what Lars was doing. He 
took his time taking off his boots and socks. Starting with the left foot he took some unscented lotion and 
began to rub James’ 


feet. Never in his life had anyone did this for him. "Oh God that feels good." Lars smiled and dug his thumbs 


deeper into the ball of his foot eliciting a low moan out of James. "Glad you like it babe." Before he knew it 
James was putty in his hands. 


Once Lars was done with James’ other foot he cleaned up and washed his hands. After he refilled his tea and 
took away the empty snack plate he took a seat next to him on the couch. James took that moment to 
straddle Lars. He used his index and middle finger to tilt his head so their eyes met. "God you're amazing 
Lars.Now it's your turn for me to pamper you." Lars shook his head slightly. "Let's save that for another 


time love, today is about you. Now lets discuss how we are 


going to tell Kirk and Rob." 


Lars rested his hands on James' hips admiring how they fit there. His thumbs resting perfectly in the crease 
of his love handles like a puzzle piece. "Have you thought of anything?" James sucked on his bottom lip 
considering the question before he responded. "Well, | like the idea of inviting them for dinner. | could help you 
cook! Umm. maybe we could start by asking them how they would feel if we became parents. Then | think we 
should just come right out and say it. | mean 


they have been our best friends for years now. | have faith that they will be accepting of us..of me.." James 


trailed off starting to second guess himself. What if they didn't? What if they thought he was a freak? 


Lars furrowed his brows and brought his husband back to reality. "Hey now Min Skat, | know that look, and let 
me tell you that you have no need to worry. Kirk and Rob won't turn you away. There is nothing abnormal or 
wrong with you. You're perfect." Lars gave him a chaste kiss before gently moving so James was next to him 


again. "Now why don't you call Kirk and Rob while | get dinner started. Tell them it will be ready around 6:00." 


James watched as Lars disappeared into the kitchen. He waited until he heard him rustling around for pots and 
pans before reaching for his phone. He called Rob first because his number was at the top of his ‘most recent 
outgoing calls’ list. It rang twice before he heard the bassist's voice on the other end of the line. 


"Hey man! What's up!" James tried to hide the nervousness in his voice the best he could. "Not much. hey. 
umm. can you come over at 6:00 for dinner tonight? Lars and | wanted to uh.. to discuss something with you 
and Hammett" There was a slight pause on the other end, and James almost thought the call had dropped or 
something. Finally Rob answered. “Sure thing Het. Everything okay?" James swallowed the sudden lump that 
began to form in his throat. "Yeah. everything's good. We're good" Rob let out a slight chuckle. "Okay man if 
you say so. I'll see you then" 


The line went dead and James let out a breath that he didn't know he was holding. He used a shaky finger to 
scroll through his contacts until he found Kirk's number and pressed dial. He closed his eyes to calm his 


breathing and finally after the third ring Kirk answered. 


"Hello?" James cleared his throat and tried to keep his voice calmer than he had with Rob. "H-Hey Kirk, it's me 
James." Kirk laughed and gave a usual smart ass remark. "Well | figured as such since the caller ID said James 
Hetfield What's up bro?" James calmed a little at his retort. "Hey, Rob is coming over for dinner tonight at 
6:00 and | was hoping you could join us. Lars and | have something that we need to talk to you both about." 
Kirk sensed the edge in his voice and responded warily. "Sure man.. everything okay? You seem a little off." 


James pinched the bridge of his nose. Why did he always have to be so transparent? Everyone could tell 
something was up whenever he was going through something. "Yes, everything is good. See you in a few?" Kirk 
still sounded like he didn't believe him, but he let the subject drop thankfully. "Yeah James. | will see you at 
6:00." 


James hung up and let out a much needed sigh. "This is going to be one hell of a night." He said to himself 
before joining Lars in the kitchen "Hey Min Skat! Are they joining us?" James hugged him from behind and 
breathed him in "Yep they both said they would come, but | think they're onto me. They both asked me if 
everything was okay. "Lars turned to face him, shaking the whisk he was holding while he talked. This was 
another thing James loved about him. He used his hands a lot when he talked "James, babe, that's because 
you're easy to read. You're an open book. One of the many reasons why | love you. Now will you get me the 
milk and butter out of the fridge? | hope creamy chicken Alfredo sounds good." 


James smiled and did as he was asked. He loved when his Dane got bossy. Even though sometimes it was why 
they fought, he couldn't help but think it's adorable. Together, he and Lars moved around the kitchen making 

their meal. Time flew by and soon the house smelled amazing. Just as Lars pulled the garlic bread out of the 
oven there was a knock at the door. James heart thudded in his chest as he made his way to let his friends 


in. God he hoped this went well. He needed it too. 


The Reveal 
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Things seemed normal if only for a brief moment. Kirk helped Lars get the food on the table, while Rob talked 
about classic cars with James. It didn't last long though, and things got more tense by the moment. Everyone 
sat at the dining room table and began to fill their plates with food. No one brought it up, but it was obvious 
that there was an elephant in the room. The question was who would be the first to address it? Everyone was 


silent, even Lars who normally talked enough for everyone was silently eating. 


James kept his eyes on his plate. His food suddenly becoming more interesting as he scooted his fork around. 

His appetite suddenly vanished, and all he wanted to do was crawl in a hole. He knew he needed to eat because 
he wasn't just providing for himself anymore, but his nerves were getting the best of him. Why did this have 
to be so hard? Lars rubbed his foot soothingly along his calf as they briefly made eye contact. Lord knows 


James wouldn't be able to do this without Lars. He was his savior in all this. 


The minutes ticked on and it only got more agonizing. The only sounds that could be heard was the clink of 
their silverware, the kids playing outside, and the occasional car or truck that drove by. Lars could see Kirk 
and Rob eyeing the both of them out of his peripheral vision, but managed to pretend he didn't notice. He had 
to figure out how to bring up their twins, but he didn't know where or how to start. 


Finally Kirk set his fork down and cleared his throat. "Okay.. so.. what is this dinner all about? It must be 
something bad because | haven't heard Lars this quiet since Cliff died" Rob took a drink before adding to Kirk's 
statement. "Yeah, what gives? You two look like someone shot your dog or something. Does this have anything 
to do with Metallica? Did something happen financially? You know you both can trust us. If it's something bad 


we can fix it together. Just don't leave us in the dark." 


James looked at Lars with nervous eyes. He was trying so hard to hold his tears in. He knew if he opened his 
mouth to speak that he wouldn't be able to contain them. He only hoped Lars would take the lead in telling his 
curious band mates. He was rewarded with a slight smile from his Dane. Knowing someone for over twenty 


years had its perks. For example, being able to read their expression and know exactly what the person wanted. 


James added that to the list of things that he was thankful for. 


Lars sighed and closed his eyes to collect his thoughts. He could feel all the eyes in the room burning an 
imaginary hole into his skull. Well it was now or never. He opened his eyes, and they immediately focused on 
James. His husband who normally had a pearly white grin, and a laugh that could light up any room looked so 


small. It hurt his heart to see him like this, and he vowed to himself that no matter what happened after the 


news was out he would get that James back. 


Determined to just get this over with he turned his gaze to Kirk and Rob who still sat staring at them while 
they ate. Upon noticing that Lars was preparing a speech, both of them delicately set their forks down to give 


him their undivided attention. Man he felt like he was in an interrogation room or something. 


"Alright guys, James and | have something to share with you. Now, before | tell you, | don't want any 

negativity towards James. If you have something to say that isn't nice or welcoming, then please.. for his sake 
just keep it to yourself. We are taking everything in stride at this point. We need all the support we can get. | 
understand that what | am about to tell you may be a major shock, and you may also be in disbelief. | assure 
you that its all true. We have pictures to prove it. Guys, we are going to be parents.. James is pregnant with 


twins. 


Reaction 
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James closed his eyes and bit his lip to hold in his tears. He could taste blood indicating that his lip had split by 
the force of his teeth, but he didn't care. Anything was better than opening his eyes and seeing their faces. If 


possible it became even more quiet, and he willed himself to breathe evenly. 


Lars felt like he was going to throw up. Both Kirk and Rob hadn't said anything, nor had they broke eye 
contact. Their faces were expressionless. He had to stay calm though because James needed him to be his 
rock right now. Rob was the first one to break the silence. He cleared his throat glancing briefly over at 


James before returning his gaze to Lars. 


"Wow.. | mean.. just wow! Out of all the things going through my mind, James carrying your twins wasn't one 
of them." Kirk took a drink and nodded towards James. “Congrats man! Do you have a due date yet? How far 


along are ya?" 


James couldn't believe his ears. They accepted him? It's not like he doubted their love towards him. Considering 
Kirk and Rob had been brothers from different mothers for years now. This was just something extremely 
out of the ordinary, and he honestly expected the worst. He couldn't hold back the tears anymore as he looked 
down at his tummy. He smiled at the little bump that had formed and placed his left hand on it. His tears fell 


against his wedding ring as he silently cried. 


Lars hated to see James cry. It tore his heart up, but he knew those were tears of relief. He took out his 
wallet and unfolded it. His warm hands connected with the cool leather as he pulled out the little pictures with 


a shaky hand. Kirk was the closest so he held out the photos to him first. 


"The uh.. little white bean shapes inside the black mass are our little miracles. We go back to see his doctor in 
a couple weeks to do some more testing." Lars watched as they curiously looked at the pictures. Kirk's eyes 


glistened and Rob once again looked over at James. 


James could see them looking at him out of his peripheral vision He swiped the back of his hand over his eyes 
to try and stop his tears from falling, but that only brought more attention to him. 


"James, are you crying?" Rob got up and knelt down next to him. "Hey man, don't stress about this okay? 
Chloe's OBGYN said that it's not good for the baby." Kirk got up and made his way to the other side of James' 
chair. He wrapped his arms gently around his shoulders so as not to startle him. He felt James tense up 
slightly, but a second later he relaxed when Kirk leaned down to hug him. 


"Rob's right ya know. Lani had to be on bed rest because she stressed herself out too much over our first 
baby. | have a ton of baby clothes you two can have, and | want you to know that Rob and | love you man. 
You're our brother, and we all just want the best for you. | know how badly you and Lars have been wanting 


kids, and | think that | can speak for both me and Rob when | say how happy we are for youl” 


Kirk wiped the few tears that he let fall onto his cheeks. Lars just sat there taking the scene before him in. He 
and James were really lucky to have friends like Kirk and Rob. They accepted them just the way they were, 


and showed no judgement towards James carrying their twins. 


James took his napkin and dried his eyes before looking up at Kirk and Rob. His eyes shone brighter then ever 
as he smiled at them. "Thank you. Thank you for always having my back. These babies will never know anything 
but love. We have so much of it to go around, and | couldn't think of a better environment to bring these two 


into." 


Once everyone got over the shock of the news they finished eating. Things went back to their usual routine. 
Rob made mention of their upcoming tour, and thats when James said he could partake in that as long as he 
used his lightweight guitars and had a stool to sit on. They decided to keep things secret from the fans. Some 
things just didn't need to be told to them. The tour would be a short one since James would begin to show 
sooner, considering he was carrying two babies rather than one. Lars figured they would tour for 3 months, 4 


tops, and get in as many shows as they could handle. 


After they finished their dinner Kirk and Lars cleaned up while James and Rob sat on the couch. Rob nursed a 
beer while James sipped on some water. He found himself absentmindedly rubbing his tummy. Rob smiled 
warmly at the gesture and took a long pull of his beer. "So have you thought of names?" James smiled, not 
taking his eyes off his abdomen "Well, don't tell Lars because | want it to be a secret, but | know how much 
his Mom meant to him. | know how badly it killed him when she passed, and if one of them is a girl, | want to 
incorporate Lone in there somewhere. For a boy, Lars agreed on Cliff ." Rob nodded his approval. "I think that's 


a great idea Het. | won't tell him. You have my word." 


James went back to running his fingers lightly on his tummy. His heart was swelling with love, and he was so 
happy that the stress of telling Kirk and Rob was off his chest. He was grateful for a lot of things, but he 

was mostly grateful for Lars. Tomorrow they were due back in the studio again, and it was also Lars and his 
anniversary. He couldn't wait to start planning the tour, and he also planned to surprise Lars with a song that 


he had been working on for a while. He kept telling himself that Lars would like it, but would he have the 


courage to sing it to him? 


Ten Years Strong 
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Morning light shone though the cracks in the curtains as James stirred. He felt Lars’ tiny body pressed 
against his own as he snored lightly. He rarely ever woke up before Lars did, and he wondered why his body 
decided to wake him up so early. Sighing he gently removed his husband's arms that were snaked around his 


torso. Lars’ frowned before nuzzling his face into James' pillow. He relaxed and his breathing evened out again. 


James smiled at his Dane, taking in his beautiful features. Lars was rarely ever relaxed, and he loved to look at 
him like this. His bladder had other plans though. It felt like the twins were sleeping on it as he made his way 
to the bathroom. He rubbed his eyes sleepily as he relieved himself. He eyed his appearance in the mirror, and 
for once he looked refreshed. He still felt tired, but he couldn't go back to sleep now. Once he was awake he 


was awake. 


As quietly as he could, James made his way to the door. He took one last look at his husband all cozy in their 
bed before heading to the kitchen He flicked the light switch on and noticed that the clock on the stove read 
6:30. Was it really that early? Good God. Well he better get used to this since there was going to be two new 


additions in a few months time. He was sure he wouldn't be able to sleep anymore once they arrived. 


James opened the refrigerator as carefully as he could. The seal on the door made a harsh sound as it 
released that made him cringe. Lars was quite possibly the lightest sleeper ever to exist, and he wanted to let 
him sleep as long as possible. He stood still listening for movement, and continued on his task when he heard 


none. He had decided that he wanted to make this day all about Lars since it was their ten year anniversary. 


He turned one of the stove burners on and laid a skillet on top of it. James laid strips of apple wood smoked 
bacon evenly along the surface, being careful not to burn himself. He didn't usually cook. He knew how, but 
Lars loved to cook, and he did most of it. The sizzling and the popping was sure to wake Lars, but James was 
surprised to find that not even that could stir him. Once the bacon was finished he used the leftover grease 
to make the eggs and hash browns. The English muffins were the last thing he made, and he topped them off 
with peanut butter and blackberry jelly. 


After everything was cooked he filled their plates and put them on a bed tray. He poured them each a glass 
of orange juice, and placed them in front of the plates. James made sure the stove was turned off and the 
toaster was unplugged before gathering up the tray. He carefully walked down the hallway to their bedroom 
and used his foot to nudge the door open. He kicked it harder than he meant too, and it accidentally hit the 


wall. He winced as Lars stirred. 


"Fock! What the. James? Baby what's all this? It's seven in the morning." James smiled and walked slowly 
towards Lars who was now sitting up. He placed the tray over his legs and leaned down to place a chaste kiss 
on his lips. "Happy Anniversary beautiful” Lars blushed and looked at James lovingly. "Happy Anniversary to you 
too min skat. God this smells delicious." James joined him on their bed and they both began to eat. 


In between one of his bites Lars cleared his throat. "When did you wake up babe? | hope | didn't wake you." 
James took a swig of his orange juice and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "| woke up on my own 
around 6:30. You look adorable when you sleep by the way. It's rare that | get the chance to see you all 
relaxed and peaceful. You're usually up before me, so it was rice for a change. Lars gave a half smile and 


looked down at his plate. "Thanks." 


James noticed that his smile didn't meet his eyes. He knew that Lars was self conscious to some extent, but 
he was never able to get him to talk about it. Lars would usually just change the subject or turn the 
conversation into a joke. James didn't like it when Lars was hard on himself. He wanted so badly to help his 


husband see that he was beautiful both inside and out. 


James got up and removed the tray from the bed and pulled Lars to a standing position. "James.. what are you 
do--" James placed a finger on Lars' lips. "Shh just trust me." Lars stopped talking and looked up into his 
cerulean eyes. James led them both into the bathroom and stopped in front of the floor length mirror. Lars 
had a puzzled look on his face as he stared at his reflection. "Lars, do you still Trust me the way you did when 
we exchanged vows?" Lars craned his neck to look up at James. "Of course | do min skat. What does that have 


to do with us standing here though?" James smiled down at Lars. "Close your eyes baby. Just trust me." 


Lars did as he was told and waited. James pulled away and began undressing his husband until he had nothing 
on except the necklace James gave him for their fifth anniversary. Lars never took it off. Not even to shower. 
James ran his calloused hands down Lars‘ arms as he stood behind him. He placed feather-light kisses on his 
shoulder blades and along the back of his neck eliciting a shiver from Lars. "You know you're beautiful right?" 


James' voice came out rougher than he wanted too, but he couldn't help the arousal he felt when he looked at 


his husband like this. 


Lars shook his head. "Not as beautiful as you James. l.. | just. | won't ever be as beautiful as you." James 
moved so he was in front of Lars now. His eyes were still closed, but he could tell Lars was holding back tears. 
James took his hands and rubbed his thumb lightly over his wedding ring. "Hey c'mon don't do that baby. Look 
at me." Lars opened his eyes and willed his tears to go away. "James | shouldn't bother you with this. H's my 
own demons, and you don't need to be under any stress." He tried to pull away, but James held his hands 


tighter. 


‘Lars, you're my husband. Your demons are my demons. Please talk to me baby.please. | don't like to see you 
so sad." Lars sighed in defeat and looked down at the tiled floor. "| just.. | hate the way | look I'm short, | have 
permanent bags under my eyes, my hairline has been receding for years now, | look so much older than you, 
I'm not skinny like you, and | just.'m so scared that.. that you will grow tired of me. That someone better will 


come along, and | won't mean the same to you as | once did” 


James’ heart broke at Lars' words. He placed two fingers under his chin and tilted his head so his gaze met his 
own. He wiped his tear-stained cheeks and gave him a sympathetic look. "Lars, listen to me. Listen real good 
because every word | am about to say is true." James began to kiss him. He kissed started with his cheeks. 


Right under his eyes. In between kisses he spoke one word describing Lars in as many ways as he could. 


"Beautiful" Another kiss on his forehead. "Gorgeous." The third kiss on the top of his head. "Breathtaking." 
James had moved down to his chest, planting kiss after kiss along his torso. He paid extra attention to Lars’ 
ripple ring. James ran his tongue over the hardening bud causing him to moan. "Amazing." He said as he kissed 
his tummy. James stood back up to look into Lars' eyes before saying one final word. "Perfect." He leaned in 
and put every ounce of love, want, need, and power into the last kiss. When he pulled away Lars was panting 


and looking at him with a mix of emotions. 


James didn't give him time to speak. He pressed himself against Lars showing him how much he wanted him. 

"Baby, | am so in love with you. You are so beautiful to me and that will never change. | will always want you, 
always love you, and never ever will | think about leaving you for another person. No one could be as amazing 
as you." Lars felt the bulge in James’ shorts and bit his bottom lip. Before he could react James was kneeling 


down again looking up at him with need. 


James took Lars into his mouth and dug his thumbs into the crevice of his hips. He loved the taste of him. A 
mixture of old spice and pheromones intoxicated him. The sounds Lars made was music to James' ears. Better 
than any song they have ever written. He hummed in approval as he kept a steady pace. He swirled his tongue 
along the swollen head of his cock provoking it to twitch with anticipation. Lars tangled his fingers in James’ 
hair. His breathing was labored and his eyes were closed. "Ja-James.. fock min skat.. please..." 


James ran his tongue along the underside and took him into his mouth again. He hollowed out his cheeks and 
looked up at Lars. His pupils were dilated and he was so close. He could see it in his eyes. With just one look he 
gave Lars permission He started thrusting his hips ever so slowly at first, but soon they became sporadic. 
Both of them were moaning now. "OH.. FOCK JAMESII! JAMES IM GONNA... AHHHI!" With one final thrust Lars 


stilled inside his mouth. 


James groaned and took everything Lars gave him. He pulled off of him with a pop and stood to give him 
another passionate kiss. Lars cupped James’ aching cock and began stroking him through his shorts. Before he 
got lost in Lars' touch he pulled away reluctantly. Lars gave him a questioning look. "Baby. what is it?" James 
smiled as he ran the pad of his thumb across Lars’ cheek "Darlin we got a lot to do today, and it's all about 
you. Don't worry about me. | need you to get dressed because we are leaving in an hour. | have a surprise for 
you. Lars was left standing in front of the mirror as James headed to their closet. "C'mon beautifull Time's a 


wastin" Lars shook his head and followed James. Now what could he have planned? 


Crash 
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Lars followed James into their walk-in closet sporting the same puzzled look as he had a few moments ago. 
Naked or not he was prepared to question him some more, but stopped himself when he noticed his husband's 
tummy. He was finally getting a litte baby bump! James was busy trying on different button up shirts, and 
Lars could tell he was struggling. After the fifth shirt he sighed with defeat. "It's no use! None of these fit me 


anymore!" 


Lars rubbed James' arm sympathetically as he tossed the shirt aside. "Min Skat, why don't you wear one of 
your t-shirts? | bet that will be more comfortable. James buried his head in his hands while shaking his head. 
"| wanted to look nice for you today, and a t-shirt just isn't fancy enough for what | have planned for you. 
Today is supposed to be perfect." 


Lars chuckled and pulled James' hands away from his face. "Baby.. c'mon you know | don't care what you wear! 
| think you look just as amazing in a t-shirt as you do in one that buttons. You could wear a brown paper sack, 
and you would still be the most beautiful man to ever walk this Earth. Besides, you are starting to get a baby 
bump, and it's the cutest thing! 


James smoothed his left hand over his belly and smiled. "Yeah, you're right. Our little miracles are growing a 
lot aren't they? | can't wait until we can find out the gender of them." Lars stood on his tippy toes to place a 
chaste kiss on his husband's temple. "Me either love. | know they will be beautiful just like their Papa" James 
pulled Lars into him, looking down into his bright green eyes. "No, they will be beautiful like their Daddy and 
their Papa." 


For the first time that day Lars‘ smile reached his eyes. "God | love you so much." James returned his smile 
and pulled away slightly. "I love you too darlin. Now as much as | want to stay in bed with you all day and 
make you putty in my hands, there are other things that require our attention more. So sadly you're gonna 
have to put clothes on. 


After they both got ready and decided to take James’ vehicle, they headed towards their first destination 
Lars sat impatiently in the passenger seat grilling James for hints, but kept getting shot down. There were 
really only two senses he had to work with since James insisted that he be blindfolded. 


After about fifteen minutes of driving James reached over and laced their fingers together. "Just about five 
more minutes babe. We're almo--SHITI!" Lars felt James’ fingers leave his grasp and then after that 
everything was a blur. He heard the sound of screeching tires, and then felt their car get smashed into hard. 


It felt like they spun in circles forever before finally coming to a stop. 


Lars couldn't get the blindfold off fast enough. How come he hadn't heard James asking if he was okay? What 
was that awful smell? Once he finally removed the black fabric it took all he had not to panic. The whole 
drivers side door was smashed in almost completely covering the left side of James’ body. His face was turned 
toward him and he had a nasty gash above his right eyebrow. his left leg was pinned under the steering 


column, and a big crack spread across the entire windshield. 


Lars practically ripped the seat-belt off as pure adrenaline coursed through his veins. "James! James c'mon 
wake up baby please.. fock please be okay." Lars shook his chest slightly. James didn't stir, and he feared the 
worst. Was he breathing? What about their twins? He bit his bottom lip so hard he tasted blood in order to 
fight back the tears that threatened to fall. Just as he was about to get out of the car he heard sirens in 
the distance. 


Everything seemed to happen in slow motion He saw some firefighters and a EMS team rushing toward their 
car. They pried Lars' door open and tried to talk to him since he was conscious. "Everything's going to be okay. 
My name is Jackson and this is my partner Sarah who's going to get you on a stretcher. Does anything hurt?" 
Lars intertwined his fingers with James again and shook his head. "No.. l-1 can't leave him. | won't leave my 
husband! Please just help him!" 


Sarah placed a hand on his shoulder gently. "Sir it's okay. We are going to take good care of-" She looked at 
Lars silently asking what James' name was. "It's J-James. his name is James Hetfield" She nodded and began 
talking again. "James will be well taken care of, but | need you to cooperate with me. We have to evacuate this 


area quickly because we want to make sure there isn't a gas leak" 


Lars reluctantly let James' hand go. It felt like his whole heart was being ripped from his chest as he limped 
toward the awaiting stretcher. Sarah helped him up and carefully assessed his injuries. "Can you tell me your 
name sir?" Lars' eyes welled up with tears again. "L-Lars.. Lars Ulrich. Please.. please save my husband. He's.. 
he's carrying our babies.. our little miracle babies." Lars sobbed into his hands as he shook from the effects 


of the shock that was setting in. 


Sarah stopped short of getting an IV set up when she heard that. "Wait. your husband is pregnant?" Lars 

pulled his hands away from his face to look in Sarah's eyes. "Yes, l-l have a picture of them.. here." He pulled 
the little black and white photo out of his shirt pocket and smoothed out the crinkles. Sarah took it and looked 
at it. Her eyes grew wide when she noticed James’ name, and the little arrows pointing to Baby A and Baby B. 


"Oh my God. Okay I've got to tell the other EMT staff before they administer any medication. Do you mind if | 
borrow this picture?" Lars shook his head and she ran toward Jackson and the other crew members who were 


still working to get James out of the car. 


What was probably only five minutes later, but felt like a lifetime, Lars finally saw James’ limp body being 
wheeled toward him on another stretcher. Jackson ran ahead of the rest of the team so he could talk to Lars. 


"Hey Lars is it?" Lars nodded slightly. 


"Okay Lars we got James out safely, and it looks like he was knocked unconscious during the crash. He's 

breathing, but we still dont know what the extent of the damage is internally. Externally he seems to have 
suffered a fractured wrist and a few abrasions to the head and leg." Jackson paused while both James and 
Lars were lifted into the same ambulance. Once they were settled in and on the way to the nearest hospital 


Jackson continued. 


"Sarah here tells me that James is carrying your children?" Lars nodded and grasped James’ slack hand again. 
"Are they.. will they be okay? We've uh- This is something we have wanted f-for so long." Tears fell from 
Lars' eyes again. He couldn't imagine the heartbreak they would feel if they lost their babies. 


Sarah got the necessary equipment out of one of the totes while Jackson reassured Lars. "Ms. Sarah here is 
going to put a monitor on James' belly. Its going to show us how strong your babies' heartbeats are. From 


those readings we will be able to tell if they are in distress or not. 


Lars held his breath while Sarah hooked up the monitor to James. He could already see bruises forming on his 
chest and upper arm. It made his stomach drop when she turned on the machine and he couldn't hear 
anything. He watched anxiously while she moved the monitors around James' belly. Finally he heard the faint 
sound of the first heart beat. A few moments later a faster heartbeat filled the back of the ambulance, and 


Lars couldn't hold back anymore. Sobs of relief racked his body as he watched James’ chest rise and fall. 


Jackson read the monitor as it printed out a piece of paper that reminded Lars of a lie detector test reading. 
"It looks like your babies aren't in any distress, and Mr. Hetfield isn't having early contractions which is a very 


good sign. He's a very lucky man. 


Lars swiped the back of his hand over his eyes wiping away his tears. "Thank you. thank you for getting him 
out safe." Sarah handed James’ ultrasound photo back to Lars. "James seems to be okay, but we will be at the 
hospital in about five minutes where they will need to get him in for further testing. He still isn't out of the 
woods yet because we don't know what's going on internally. They may also want to keep you for observation" 


Lars nodded as he continued to hold his husband's hand. "Please wake up Jamie. l-l can't lose you..” 


Admitted 
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The ambulance ride to the hospital seemed to take a lifetime. Sarah and Jackson were kind enough to allow Lars 
to lay with James on his stretcher. He was tiny enough to curl against the uninjured side of his body. He 
missed his husband's blue eyes, the feel of his calloused hands caressing his skin, the sound of his laugh, he 
missed everything. 


Every second that passed was another heart-wrenching moment without his James. The only reassurance he 
had was the feel of his heartbeat and seeing the rise and fall of his chest. Lars reached up and ever so lightly 
ran his fingers across his cheek. "I'm so sorry Min Skat. It shouldn't have been you. l-I wish.. fock | wish | could 


take your place. I-" his voice broke as he began to cry again ".'m just so focking sorry... 


Sarah handed Lars some tissues while also grabbing some for herself. "You two have such a beautiful strong 
love. | don't know how it's possible for him to carry your children, but | want you to know I'm happy and 
hopeful for you. | know it may not seem like it, but Mr. Hetfield can hear you. He hears everything you say to 
him. | have faith that he and your little ones will pull through this. Just keep talking to him. Let him know 


you're here." 


She dabbed at her eyes as she checked the monitors on James’ belly. "Your babies have a strong heartbeat. 
Baby A's is steady at 144 beats per minute and Baby B's is lb4. So far they don't seem to be in distress. The 
hospital is just two blocks north of us, and Jackson has let them know that you will be laying with him on his 
stretcher. They have a trauma unit prepared for you. Just hang in there." 


Lars graciously accepted the tissue from Sarah and gave her a faint smile. "Thank you both for all your help.” 
A few minutes later they arrived at the back entrance to the emergency department of Saint Francis 
Memorial Hospital. Sarah unhooked the baby monitors on James and covered he and Lars both with another 
blanket. Jackson briefed the trauma team again of James and Lars‘ conditions before opening the back doors to 


the ambulance. 


A team of four nurses lowered their stretcher onto the pavement and began to wheel them inside the building. 
Jackson and Sarah waved goodbye to Lars as he watched them until he couldn't see them anymore. He 
wondered if he would ever see them again. That thought, however, only crossed his mind momentarily because 


he felt James' hand twitch ever so slightly. 


Lars sat up as fast as he could to see if James’ eyes were open, but immediately regretted his quick 


movement. Pain shot through his skull and he suddenly felt dizzy and nauseous. "Ah.. m-my head." He felt a 
pair of hands gently lay him back down onto the padding of the stretcher. "Just lay back down there Mr. 
Ulrich. We don't want you to hurt yourself more. My name is Dava, and | will be your main trauma nurse. Can 


you tell me where it hurts?" 


Lars brought his free hand up to his left temple area. "I-lt hurts here most, but the pain is all over. | feel 
sick.Please you need to help m-my husband.he.. he's carrying our babies." Dava rubbed his shoulder 
reassuringly. "Yes, Jackson has already briefed us, and we have one of the best OB-GYN's on staff here ready 
to assist Mr. Hetfield We need you to transfer to another bed though so he can be assessed better. Do you 


think you can do that? | promise we will take good care of James." 


Again Lars reluctantly released James’ hand. He didn't want to leave his side, but he knew that he was in good 
hands. "Please just..ah." He held his head from the immense pain he now felt. ".please make sure to tell him.tt- 
that I'm sorry this happened.. if he wakes up." Dava's heart broke at his words. "I promise to tell him Lars, but 
we need to make sure you're okay. From the amount of pain you seem to be in it looks to me like you've 


suffered at least a minor concussion" 


Lars carefully climbed down off of the stretcher with the help of Dava and another female nurse. He took a 
seat in a wheelchair and watched as the trauma team cut off James’ clothing. His heart clenched when he saw 
the purple bruises along the left side of his face, chest, and hip. They connected an oxygen mast to him and 
started an IV in his right hand before letting the OB-GYN take over. 


He connected the monitors on James’ belly and found both of their heartbeats again. After he was satisfied 
with his work he sat down on a stool facing Lars. "Hello, my name is Dr. Graves, and | will be taking care of 
your little ones. | wanted to talk to you briefly before they took you off for examination. Would that be 
alright?" 


Lars cleared his throat and ran a hand over his face. "I'll tell you anything you need to know. Anything to help 
him." Dr. Graves looked sympathetically at him before continuing. "Do you remember the day you found out 
James was expecting? | need to get an idea of when he might be due. His paperwork shows July 20th, but | 
think he might be further along than was initially thought" 


Lars winced slightly and shifted his position in the wheelchair. "We umm. James took one of the at home tests 
on October 4th, and we uhh.. got the confirmation from the women's clinic the next day. The doctor there 
said that h-he's about eight weeks along" Dava and another nurse wheeled over another bed right next to 
James. Dr. Graves gave Lars a few moments to lay down and smiled when Lars grasped James’ hand again. 


Even as the other doctor's were working on James he refused to let it go for very long. 
"Well Mr. Ulrich, | won't know for sure until we get the ultrasound machine, but | am almost certain he is 
further along than ten weeks. | suspect by the size of his belly, and the strength of their heartbeats, | 


suspect he is around I5 or lb weeks." 


Lars' eyes widened. "But.. how. how could the other doctor have been wrong?" Dr. Graves put on a pair of 


rubber gloves and moved over to James’ right side. He began to lightly press and measure with his hands how 
much space the babies were taking up. "Well, it's harder to tell in the earlier stages of pregnancy how far 
along someone really is. Rest assured that once | have my ultrasound machine down here we will do some 


proper measurements, and | will let you know for sure how far along he is." 


Dr. Graves allowed the nurses to assess Lars while he went to get his OB-GYN cart. Another nurse that Lars 
was unfamiliar with approached his left side. "Hi there, my name is Cadence, and | will be assisting Dava in 
taking care of you and Mr. Hetfield | hear you're having some pain in your head. Do you mind if | just take a 


look and feel for any swelling?" 


Lars laid back carefully, still making sure he was holding onto James’ slack hand. He laid as still as he could 
while Cadence gently felt his head and got the rest of his vitals. She shone a light in his eyes to check the 
dilation of his pupils. After a few minutes she made some notes on a nearby computer before turning her 


attention back to Lars. 


"Okay Mr. Ulrich, it looks like you do have a minor concussion. No major bleeding anywhere though. Your vitals 
also look pretty good We are going to administer an IV so we can give you some medication to treat the shock 
as well as the head injury. Other than that you look to be in great health. We want to keep you overnight for 


observation. Do you need us to call anyone to bring you a change of clothes and personal items?" 


Lars hadn't even thought about calling Kirk or Rob. Everything happened so sudden it didn't even cross his 
mind. He felt around for his cell phone, but came up empty handed. It must have fallen out in the car when 
they crashed. "Umm. yes please. | was in here a few years back for surgery and | had three emergency 


contacts. If you're able to look at my record then the person | want you to call is Kirk Hammett." 


Cadence nodded. “Sure thing Mr. Ulrich, | will go make that call right now. Dava here is going to get you set up 
with an IV so we can give you some medicine for the pain" Lars watched her walk away before closing his 
eyes. Fuck his head hurt. He was sure James was in more pain that him though. He could only imagine what he 
was feeling. He still held his hand as he waited for Nurse Dava to put the IV in Just as the needle pricked his 
skin he felt James' hand tighten around his own. 


His eyes shot open not knowing if it was really him or if it was his imagination. He didn't have to wait long to 
figure out the answer though. James’ rough voice filled his ears making his heart rate speed up. "L-Lars.. 
baby. m s-sorry.." Lars turned his head to look through the gaps in the railing that lined the side of their 
beds. He was met with his husbands frightened blue eyes. 


Wake Up Call 
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It was another normal day off for Kirk. Since it was James and Lars' anniversary they didn't have to go to the 
studio. So, he settled himself on his couch and started watching a horror movie marathon on TV. Collecting 
monster memorabilia was his second favorite hobby, and it was awesome that his wife and kids enjoyed it too. 
Just as he was about to crack open a beer his phone rang. Frowning he got up to grab it. Now who could that 
be? He thought to himself. /m not expecting any calls today.. The number that shown on his lock screen was 
one he didn't recognize, but his gut told him to answer it so he did. 


"Hello?" 


A female voice answered him on the other end of the phone. He could hear background noise, but it wasn't 


loud enough to make out. 

"Hi, Im trying to reach Mr. Kirk Hammett." 

Kirk furrowed his brows and switched the phone to his other hand. 

"This is Kirk.May | ask who I'm speaking with?" 

The response he got made his blood run cold. 

"Mr. Hammett, my name is Cadence, and | work for Saint Francis Memorial Hospital. I'm sorry to have to tell 
you this, but | have two gentlemen that just got admitted about twenty minutes ago. They were in a car 


accident. Are you familiar with a Mr. Lars Ulrich and a Mr. James Hetfield?" 


No. No this couldn't be happening. Not again. The nightmare of Cliff's bus accident came flooding back into his 
mind and it caused his stomach to turn. The lump forming in his throat got bigger as he stuttered out a reply. 


"Ye-Yeah. |. umm. they're my. my band mates. Are.. are they.2" 


He heard Cadence shuffle some paperwork in the background before she spoke again. Her voice stayed 
professional, but he could hear a twinge of sympathy in her words. 


"They are both stable Mr. Hammett. When | was with them a few minutes ago, Lars was conscious and was 


able to talk to us. James.. he hadn't woken up yet” 


Then it hit him. The babies! James and Lars' babies! He couldn't hold back the tears welding in his eyes. They 


fell down his cheeks as he replied in a choked sob. 

"Wh-What about the. the babies.. James is carrying babies.. Please don't tell me they...” 

Cadence cut him off reassuring him the best she could 

"Mr. Hammett, | can assure you that we will take good care of his litle miracle babies. As of right now, both 
have strong steady heartbeats. We have the best OB-GYN on staff, and we are monitoring them and both 
your friends carefully. Lars asked me to call you to come down. I'm sorry | can't give you anymore information 
at this time." 

Kirk swallowed thickly and ran a hand over his face. 


"Th- Thank you. Please.. tell Lars | will be there as quickly as | can" 


Cadence said she would and then the line went dead. Kirk was still holding the phone when Lani came out of 


their bedroom holding their youngest son. Concern immediately overtook her when she noticed her husband 


crying. 

"Kirk? Kirk baby what's wrong?" 

Kirk looked at her with worried eyes. He swiped the back of his hand over his eyes before he spoke. 
"Hts James and Lars.. they.. they were in an accident." 


Lars let a lone tear fall as he looked into his husband's scared eyes. He tried to reassure him by rubbing the 


back of his hand with his thumb. 


"Shh... Jamie it's okay. You're okay. Be strong for me and our miracles okay? Please don't be sorry. This isn't 


your fault” 

James closed his eyes and swallowed thickly. 

"|. | tried to swerve. l. | wasn't." 

Lars managed to sit up and get the guard rail on the bed down. He knew he wasn't supposed to, but James 


needed him and that's all that mattered. As careful as he could he crawled next to James again. Lars 


smoothed his blonde locks and placed his trembling lips on James’ forehead. 


“Shhh... Min Skat don't talk like that. | know you did everything you could. Be strong for our babies my love." 


Lars placed his hand on James' belly and wiped the loose tears from James’ cheeks with his other. He curled 
up next to the uninjured side of James’ body. His blue eyes didn't look as scared, and it made Lars feel a little 


better. 


Just as he was about to reassure him some more something amazing happened. Lars felt a little flutter 


against his hand. James must have felt it too because his eyes went wide with wonder. 


Dr. Graves must have been right. James must be further along than initially thought. 


